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Author's Notes: 

Yep, me again. This was originally a song-fic using the song \ The One | Love\ by The Rasmus (not my usual 
kind of thing, but there\'s just something about this song.) |\'d really recommend listening to this song whilst 
reading this, if you can that is! Anyway, here you go- the product of 4am scribbling and my obsession with a 


song. 
He consumes me. Wholly. 

Wherever | go, whatever | do, those verdant eyes follow me, permanently singed in my mind- inescapable. They 
haunt me like ghosts of a conscience | try to suppress, try to ignore. But it won't be ignored, can't be when it 


gnaws at me insistently, relentlessly. The thin line between love and obsession has become so blurred that | 
cannot distinguish exactly which side | stand on. l'm lost. 
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My mind reels at his touch. Every syllable he utters in his mellow baritone is ambrosia and cyanide at once. 


I'm sure it's unhealthy to be in this state of heady confusion for as long as | have, and | beg with whatever 
higher powers there may be to just end it. All | need is one signal of reciprocation. -In fact, I'll even take 

rejection at this point, anything to push me in one particular direction rather than being tossed between the 
two. All his ‘Love you Barbie's have me tossing and turning in my many sleepless nights and when he looks at 


me now and follows those words with a smile, | can't help but wonder. Do you really, Ville? 
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His lips crush against mine and drink in his sensual taste of sultry cigarette-smoke and something else, 
something sweet and cloying. His velvet tongue laps over mine in gentle caresses that make my heart stop 
beating in my chest. He has me trapped- | know | should pull away, | know this can't happen.. But it is, and now 
that I've had a taste of him, I'm addicted. He's a drug. A seductive heroin that shoots trails of amber pleasure 
through every vein that runs through my body. Just thinking of his supple white skin makes me swoon with 
heat. He's a drug, and one | can't kick. | know that if | try to let go I'll just fall further than | already have. But 


when | reach a hand up to touch his dark hair, his image pulls away from me. 


He pulls away from me, moving back to capture me in his smouldering gaze, his kiss-bruised lips slowly curling 
into a sexual smirk. His eyes seem to glimmer in the darkness as he gazes at me with a distinctly predatory 
look in his eyes. He knows he has me under his spell, helplessly ensnared in his web of intriguing sensuality. He 
moves closer again, placing what would be a chaste kiss on my lips, if it weren't for his hands ghosting over 
my naked body at the same time. He grips on my shoulders tightly, lying back until I'm hovering over him. | 
allow myself the indulgence of admiring his perfectly taut body as lies, spread out decadently on silky navy 
sheets. With skin as flawlessly smooth as his, I'd usually argue that the myriad of tattoos adorning his body 
mar his beauty. But it's him, and because of that, its beautiful. | want him for all that he is, and right now, | 
want every inch of his painted body. 


My heart is beating so hard that | swear | can hear it thudding in my ears. A wave of something similar to 
nausea washes over me, and I'm suddenly terrified. But he looks up at me, daring me to pull away, and so | 
close my eyes and meld our mouths together once more. He moans unashamedly into my mouth and arches up 
against me. He makes perfectly sure that | know how desperately he wants this, pushing his aching groin into 
mine. Qur hardness rubs together and the jolt of electric pleasure that shoots down my spine is so sharp and 
just so intense that l'm not surprised when | feel a wetness in the corners of my tightly-clenched eyes. He 


groans my name pleadingly and | finally acquiesce, moving away only long enough to grab a condom and some 


lube. 
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His soft whimpers fill the air like music. | watch as his fingers claw at the pillow behind his head, reaching up 
further to scrabble at the headboard His breathing is becoming shallow and laboured, and | know he's going to 
need a hit off his inhaler by the time we're done. But | don't intend on that being any time soon. Now that | 
have him here, | will not be letting go any time soon In fact, I'll probably just keep flipping us over a couple of 
times... -l'm startled out of my thoughts by the feel of him clenching around my length, reminding me just 
how tight he is. | guess he hasn't done it this way in a while. 


The dim light of the room casts shadows across his eyes, but | can still see them, vividly green, in my mind. 
He squeezes them tightly shut, a cry leaking from his throat as shudders begin to wrack his body. His grip on 
me grow tighter until he suddenly pauses before contracting around me one final time before spilling onto his 
stomach, my name on his lips. | keep pounding into him, feeling the fingers of my own orgasm beginning to fan 
out to touch every nerve in my body. I'm so close, so close.. | push in deeper, bending him in almost in half and 
just pumping, closer..so close.. | can feel it beginning to ebb through my body, threatening to break from the 
base of my spine as it creeps, so slowly, so close so- cold. I'm jerked awake by the cold of my room as my 
duvet slips from my body. | jerk into an upright position, surveying my decidedly empty bed with hollow 


disappointment. | should know better than to dream; he owns me even then. 
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My eyes are trained in on him, despite the fact that the scene I'm witnessing is slowly tearing away shreds of 
my heart and tossing the remnants to the floor. With every movement his hand makes, running through the 
other man's hair, | can feel his fist slamming down onto my tender heart like a mallet. Bu | just can't seem to 
help myself; my eyes refuse to look away from the torturous sight of Bam and Ville sprawled together on the 
couch. Ville is clearly still in his post-gig high, with his wide, shining eyes and broad smile. | have to hold back 
from licking my lips at the sight of his tousled hair, damp with sweat and water, a few stray locks sticking to 
his forehead. His shirt is crumpled and damp from the stage, and his skin has a light sheen covering it. He 
looks exquisite. Bam is lying next to him, grinning with what | can only assume is glee and satisfaction Next to 
Ville, Bam looks remarkably put-together. Or rather, he isn't soaked in sweat and his clothes look as though 
they might have been ironed once. 


| can hear the others talking, but | pay no attention to their words. My mind just swims with Ville, images of 
that dream invading my conscience. The look that he and Bam share should be making me jealous, should make 
me want him to look at me in that way too. But it doesn't- in my mind he's looked at me in another way, eyes 
glistening with want. | suddenly realise that he is looking at me, though not quite in the way | want him to. He's 
finally managed to tear his eyes away from Bam and has looked up to see me gazing at him. He flashes me a 
bright smile before mouthing his usual ‘Love you Lily’ to me. He turns back to Bam almost immediately, leaning 
forward to whisper something to Bam that makes him giggle. Ville continues to whisper, absently running a 
hand over Bam's thigh as they lie together. When Ville stops, the pair's eyes meet and | know what that 
darkened gaze means. Bam laces his fingers through Ville's, pulling him off the sofa and silently slipping out of 
the room. No one else seems to have noticed them, seeming too deep in conversation and too busy passing 
around beers that seem to have suddenly appeared. But I've noticed that look of excited anticipation on Bam's 
face, and | can only begin to imagine what Ville was whispering to him, what Ville has promised to do to him. -l 


feel that gnawing feeling in my gut once again, and | know this will never end. 
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The cool of my sheets are wrapped around me in a familiar drape as | lie in the centre of the bed, gazing at 
the shadows the flickering street-lights cast on the ceiling. Shadows dance across its flatness and | can vaguely 
hear rain pattering against the glass of my window. It's oddly comforting in the emptiness of the otherwise 


silent bedroom. | know it's late, and as much as my eyes fight to shut, | can't let them. | know what will happen 
if | do, and the image of Bam and Ville leaving the room together instantly pops into my mind, cruelly reminding 
me of the way things really are. It's no wonder | retreat into my dreams, where things are the way they 
should be. Where Ville lies next to me in this bed, emerald eyes gazing at me as he turns to face me, not 
bothering to hold up the thin sheet as it slips off his slim waist- | catch myself suddenly. | can't. | shouldn't. 
He controls me in sleep as much as he does when I'm awake. Perhaps even more so. But a part of me knows 
that | can't stay away for long, just won't be able to deny myself. | lie there, battling with my conflicting 


emotions for what seems like years, until one finally wins. | close my eyes. And he consumes me. Wholly. 
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